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DELL COMICS are 

GOOD COMICS.. 



* The key holder is yours when vou subscribe to 
LONE RANGER Comics for a year. The LONE 
RANCJER is tops !'u[ suspense, thrills, bravery- 
two-fisted action. He is the hero of millions of 
youngsters because lis dedicates himself to keeping 
America strong ;ind 'ice. He is always on the spot 
to help those in trouble. And the new issues of the 
LONE RANGER will be better than ever. Every 
episode will keep you on the edge of your seat. 
Tonto and Silver will be On hand loo every month... 
12 Big Issues-only S ! .00-PI.L'S 2 FREE GIFTS! 
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Two hundred yards from the bald butte, 
tittle Fox let his bony , crowbait pony shuffle 
to a stop. It was a borrowed pony— for Little 
Fox, the orphan boy, had never owned a 
horse. He had hardly ever owned anything 
more than his bow and arrows and his flint 
knife. He had made these after long watch- 
ing of Neeshota, the old arrow maker. 

Little Fox was out hunting for turquoise 
stones— those lumps of pale sky-blue spotted 
with brown, which Unkawa the tribal jeweler 
made into necklaces and belts and bracelets. 
Little Fox had never found much turquoise— 
but what he did repaid Unkawa for his food 
and shelter. 

Right now, the boy was watching a big, 
black raven alight on the bald butte. There 
should be nothing up there for a raven to eat 
— ond that made Little Fox curious. 

After a moment the raven flew away. It 
held something small in its claws. A mouse? 
But what would a MOUSE be doing on that 
high, bare rock? Little Fox decided to find 
out. 

He tied his sleepy pony, and started climb- 
ing. It took him half an hour of hard work 



to reach the butte's top. And then he was 
disappointed. There was nothing but cracked 
and weathered rock, and a few pebbles. . . . 

PEBBLES! They had a familiar color, and 
one or two were shiny in the sun! Ravens 
liked to pick up shiny things! If they should 
be turquoise— 

They were! A double handful of them! And 
another, fist-size chunk, wedged in a crack. 
. . Little Fox pried it out. And that, too, was 
a turquoise— the biggest, and purest that he 
had ever seen! 

As Little Fox gazed at it, the stone's lovely 
blue seemed to glow. The soft light that it 
shed seemed to fill his soul. He hugged it to 
his breast. Then, he began to think of the 
things that big turquoise would buy. . . . 

Many times in the next week, Little Fox 
crept away by himself, to gaze in wonder 
at his stone. Patiently, hour after hour, he 
rubbed it with coarser stones, until it took 
on shape and polish. Those hours seemed to 
pass like minutes. 

But there were other times when he 
dreamed of the horse that his stone would 
buy. A horse like the pinto sorrel, Red Cloud, 




who led Chief Long Lance's band of horses. 
Not Red Cloud— for the Chief would never 
part with him— but a horse LIKE hirrf. 

Once a year, Chief long Lance had four 
braves catch and hold Red Cloud. Then the 
Chief would mount him, and the braves 
would jump back. Every year the Chief tried 
to ride the sorrel stallion— and every time he 
did, the sorrel threw him. People said it would 
always end the same way— but they were 
wrong. 

THIS year. Red Cloud stepped into a 
gopher hole, as he was bucking— and as he 
fell, there was a sharp crack of breaking 
bone. When the Chief and his horse got to 
their feet. Red Cloud stood with one slim 
foreleg lifted and hanging queerly below the 
knee. 

A groan of pity went up from the people 
who were watching. Then, sadly, they turned 
their backs. They knew what must be done! 
Trying not to show his sorrow, Chief Long 
Lance drew his knife. He stepped toward the 
proud, beautiful horse, who tried not to show 
his pain. And then- 
There was an interruption! Little Fox, the 
orphan boy, ran between the Chief and the 



doomed horse. In his hand he held a large 
stone— a turquoise that glowed like a bit of 
blue sky. 

"Please, please!" the boy panted. "Please 
do not kill him! Sell me Red Cloud, O Chief— 
for this stone!" 

Amazed, Chief Long Lance took the stone 
and examined it. He gravely questioned the 
boy— and learned how Little Fox had come 
by it. 

"Very well!" he said at last. "Red Cloud 
is yours! But take him away— where 1 shall 
never see him again!" 

After the Chief had gone. Little Fox 
wrapped the broken leg in soft tanned buf- 
falo skin. Then he splinted it with sticks . . . 
next, hs made a harness of rawhide thongs 
that held the leg from touching the ground. 
When this was done, he led Red Cioud away, 
on three legs, very gently, very slowly, out of 
sight of the village. 

For a year, the village people saw Uttl* 
Fox only once in many days, when he came In 
for corn and dried meat. They knew that h» 
was keeping Red Cloud in some hidden gulch 
or canyon, trying to get the broken leg to 
mend. But they did not believe he would 
succeed. They knew that such a thing had 
never been done before. 

What they did not know was the magic 
that splints and bandages and massage and 
exercise— and above all, LOVE— can work! 
They did not know that all these things were 
making Little Fox's dream come true. 

But on the day that Little Fox, on a flash- 
ing, pinto-sorrel stallion, won the inter-tribal 
sweepstakes race, even Chief Long Lance had 
to believe. 

And their astonishment was greater still 
when their chief took off his own turquoise 
necklace, placed it around the neck of the 
orphan boy, and said: 

"Little Fox, your medicine is very strong! 
I proclaim you, no longer an orphan, but my 
adopted son!" 




LITTLE BROTHER'S DIVE IS JUST 

AS QUICK.HOWEVER AND HI 

TARGET ISTUMBLEWEED'S TAIL 



THE HAWK'S SMALL BEAK IS CLAMPED LIKE AVICEf 
AND TUMBLEWEEO'S ONLY THOUGHT IS ESCAPE... 




/ LITTLE BROTHER WILL SPOT \ 
/ GAME FOR US.LITTLE BUCKT* I 
I ALL HAWKS HAVE SHARP M/M 
\EYES!GHT' YOU'LL SEE W/W 
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— BUT THE SPIKEHORN IS CONFUSED, AND 
MISJUDGES THE JUMP! AS HE FLOUNDERS- 




ANO THEN THE BOWSTRINGS HUM" WITH A 
JOYOUS SCREAM, THE LITTLE BIRD OF PREY 
PARTS FROM YOUNG HAWK'S SHOULDER. 



TWO WOLVES ARE DOWN, AND TWO MORE ARE 
STRUCK,AS LITTLE BROTHER ARRIVES 
SCREECHING HIS WAR CRY? 




LIKE A LIVING ARROW.LITTLE BROTHER 
TAKES OFF AFTER THE HUMMING SHAFTS 
THAT, TO HIM, MEAN A FRESH KILLr 



TWO OF THE SOYS' ARROWS HAVE SCORED. WH£N 





SWOOPING AND SCREECHING, LITTLE BROTHER CHASES 
THE FLEEING BRAVES FOR SOME DISTANCE 





LATER, AROUND THESUPPER FIRE, YOUNG HAWK AND 
LITTLE BUCK TELL THE TALE OF THE PLUCKY LITTLE 
BIRD— WHILE JEALOUS TUMBLEWEED LICKS HIS 
BANDAGED PAW AND PRETENDS NOT TO NOTICE' 



GENERAL CUSTER'S LAST RIDE 




On the morning of June 25, 1876, General 
George A. Custer, leading the Seventh Cav- 
alry, topped the high bluffs overlooking the 
Little Big Horn river. In the valley below lay 
an immense Sioux village. 

Here was camped the might of the Sioux 
and Cheyenne nations — some 12,000 Indians 
with a fighting force of from three to five 
thousand men. 

Though he had proved himself a military 
man of great distinction in the Civil War, and 
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INDIAN CAMP5 

in previous Indian encounters, Custer this day 
made a grave tactical error. Instead of waiting 
for reinforcements from General Terry, he 
decided to attack at once. 



Custer divided his command into three 
columns and sent two of them, under Ban teen 
and Reno, to attack further upstream. Custer, 
heading five companies ■ — 264 men — led a 
direct charge on the village from the north- 
west. Beno and Benteen were quickly pinned 
down and put on the defensive while a wave 
of warriors engulfed "Long Hair," as Custer 
was known to the Indians. 

With the exception of one scout, to a man, 
Custer and his troops were slaughtered. 




Among the Indian's most colorful and deco- 
rative creations are his ceremonial shields. 
Aside from their ceremonial use, these shields 
make unusually attractive wall hangings. 

With a few inexpensive materials and a 
little effort, you can. make your own cere- 
monial shield. 

You will need an ordinary ■wooden hoop 
about twenty-four inches in diameter. If you 
wish to carry your shield, tack armstraps on 
one side of the hoop as shown in Fig. A. 
Cover the other side of the hoop with a cheap 
artist's canvas, primed side out, and tack 



from behind as shown in Fig. B. Now, with 
a pencil, sketch an Indian design on the 
primed side (or front) of the canvas, as illus- 
trated in Fig. C, and paint with any color 
combination you like. Common flat house 
paint is best, but tone down the colors with 
flat white paint. Toned-down colors lend an 
aged look to the Enished work. Now drape 
the shield with a foot-wide strip of solid- 
colored flannel. As the finishing touch, dip 
the tips of a dozen large white feathers in 
bright red paint and, when dry, pin them 
to the flannel. 
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You got a friggin' Problem 

with me?!? 

Yeah, I didn't think so. 




If you like it, 

then buy it! 
Don't make me 
come looking 
for you! 




